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Biographical Historf is fun of curious anccdotC) but • ht have been better clone. The dog is a Whig. I do not like much to sec a Whig in any dress ; but I hate to see a Whi" in a parson's gownV
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 25.
It was resolved that we should set out, in order to return to Slate, to be in readiness to take boat whenever there should be a fair wind. Dr. Johnson remained in his chamber writing a letter, and it was long before we could get him into motion. He did not come to breakfast, but had it sent to him. When he had finished his letter.it was twelve o'clock, and we should have set out at ten. When I went up to him, he said to me, ' Do you remember a song which begins,
"Every island,  is a prison3
Strongly   guarded by the sea; Kings and   princes, for that reason, Prisoners   are, as well as we?'"
I suppose he had been  thinking of our confined situation*.
1 Sec ante., iii. 104.
" ' In all ages of the world priests have been enemies to liberty, and it is certain that this steady conduct of theirs must have been founded on fixed reasons of interest and ambition. Liberty of thinking and of expressing our thoughts is always fatal to priestly power, and to those pious frauds on which it is commonly founded. . . . Hence it must happen in such a government as that of Britain, that the established clergy, while things arc in their natural situation, will always be of the CVwrA-party ; as, on the contrary, dissenters of all kinds will be of the Country- party.' Hume's Essays, Part i, No. viii.
3  In the original Every zstaitd's but a prison.    The song is by a Mr. Coftcy, and is given in Ritson's English Songs (1813), ii. 122.   It be-
gins : —
' Welcome, welcome, brother debtor,
To this  poor but merry place, Where no   bailiff, dun, nor setter, Dares to   show his frightful face.'
Sec ante, iii. 305.
4  He wrote to Mrs. Thrale the day before (perhaps it was this day,
Heoundrel, King William2. Granger's
